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A LOVE LETTER TQ 
ALMIGHTY GOD 


By Eddie Doherty 











Dear God Almighty, Father, 
Son, and Holy Ghost, I come to 
You in this letter after the man- 
ner of a child who wants a great 
favor and hesitates about asking 
for it—one who believes he may 
speak too bluntly, and frighten, 
not You, God, but himself. 

God, You know what a conspir- 
acy of love unites us with Your 
mother, Mary, especially Your 
children here in Madonna House. 
We are all her slaves. We all a 
proach Your awful majesty 
through her. We were taught to 
do so by St. Louis de Montfort. 


Apple For a King 

If a poor man, he told us, has 
only an apple to offer to the king, 
he hesitates about offering it, es- 
pecially if the apple is a poor one, 
or a small and sour specimen. But 
since he feels he must offer what- 
ever he can to his liege Lord, and 
this unworthy apple is all he has, 
he offers it through the queen. 

He knows that the queen, his 
loving mother, will cut out all the 
bad spots, and serve the apple on 
a golden plate. She may even 
make a tart of it, or a pudding. 
And she will give it to the king 
in the name of the donor, her 
humble son. The king will take it 
not only because the gift has be- 
come a royal present, through her 
handling of it, but also, and pri- 
marily, because it comes from her 
hands. 

Lord, I want to enteir into this 
same conspiracy of love—not with 
Your Mother this time, but with 
You. I dare this because I love 
You, and because I love Your 
mother. I want You, God to tell 
her how much I love her—how 
much we all love her here in Ma- 
donna House. 

She knows it, of course. But she 
would Tike to hear it. Especially 
from You. Women are like that, 
you know. You made them. I have 
heard many people say, “Only 
God knows anything about wo- 
men.” 

All I have 

I do not know how much I love 
her; because I do not know my 
capacity for love. I am not comp- 
etent to judge it. I wish I had the 
capacity of the greatest of Your 
saints. But all I have is all I have. 
And no matter how little it is, if 
it comes to her through You, 
some of the infinite intensity of 
Your love will attach to it. 

Lord, if my little offerings to 
You increase in value when they 
go through our Lady’s hands— 
how they will increase with Your 
Divinity! And what immeasur- 
able joy the gift will bring her! 

I would like to have you tell 
her of my love—and_ those of 
everybody here—on the great 
feast of the Presentation. It was 
on that day, Feb. 2, in 1951, that 
both Catherine and I became 





Slaves of Mary—yYour slaves. 
How many others have become 
slaves here since that day! 

You have witnessed the mes- 
senger boys, God, singing Happy 
Birthday telegrams to various 
people on earth; and You know 
how the people felt, being seren- 
aded by friends perhaps thous- 
ands of miles away from them. 

Angel Singers 

Maybe You could arrange to 
have the angels sing to Mary, on 
this feast, some of the songs our 
love for her has produced—songs 
written by our Father Briere 
(Your Father Briere) by Ed Wat- 
son, Mary Beth, and others of 
Your Staff Workers. I’ll bet Your 
angels sing as sweetly as our 
choir. They should sing better. 
There are more of them. 

Now I have a song I wish to 
have included with the others. It 
is that old poem I wrote for the 
book about Blessed Martin de 
Porres. Father Briere recently set 
it to music! (And at the same 
time. Your Trappist Friend, Fath- 
er Raymond, wrote me that he is 
mentioning this poem in his next 
book, which is to be published in 
May.) I love the music. Maybe 
the Angel Gabriel could hum it, 
if he does not sing the words: 


Maid who wed Infinity, 
Clay that “Eo Divinity, 
Lady of the Trinity, 

Life is filled with fears. 


Golden wheat that made the Host, 

Mortal woman loved the most 

By Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
Life is wet with tears. 


Flame of wisdom, holy shrine, 

Chalice of the Bread and Wine, 

Vineyard that produced the Vine, 
Death speeds like a dart. 


Immaculate virginity, 
God-filled fminity, 
Lady of the Trinity, 

Keep us in your heart. 


Feb. 2, 1959 

You helped me write the poem, 
Lord. You helped Fr. Briere with 
the melody. So I am not too 
afraid to ask You to have it sung— 
with all our other songs—at a 
heavenly celebration of this 1959 
feast of the Presentation. 

Eight years! They have been 
showered with Your blessings. 


‘How can we thank You, except 


through Our Lady? We had to 
conspire with her, we are so weak, 
so undeserving. Had it not been 
for Fr. Callahan, Your chaplain, 
here, Catherine and I might never 
have echoed her “Fiat.” 

The fate of the world hung on 
that one word. It is one word in 
Latin. It might be several in Ar- 
amaic. A modern girl, such as our 
Trudi, might put it into two let- 
ters. “O.K.” 

We did not say “O.K.” immed- 
iately to Father Callahan. But we 
are glad we said it when we did. 
(It has changed our world too!) 

Help me, Lord. Help us all. 
Show Mary how much we realy 
love her. Let the saints join in 
with the angels—and all the great 
singers, like John McCormick, 
who may be numbered among the 
saints. 

With much love—Eddie. 
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Daily Mass 


The Daily Mass League, which 
originated in Rochester, New 
York, a few years ago, now has 
2200 members residing in many 
states in the U.S.A., and in a 
number of foreign country. Its 
total membership is over 7500. 
And this year, designated “Eu- 
charistic Year” in the diocese, the 
League is making a campaign to 
bring to as many more-as possible 
“the joy and comfort and ‘bles- 
sings we enjoy from attending 
daily Mass.” The League has head- 
quarters at 10 Pleasant St., Roch- 
ester 4, New York. Its metto is 
“the golden hour of the day.” It 
has “no dues; no meetings, no of- 
ficers, no promises”. But it does 
have many indulgences, plenary 











ing Catholic there is only one re- 
quirement for membership in the 
League—‘“a genuine desire to at- 
tend Mass daily in such @ man- 
ner that it fosters, within your 
self and others, a greater devot- 
ion to the most Holy Sacrifice.” 
Then write the League Center in 














Pleasant street. 


and partial. If you are a practic-/ 


and for Combermere, Ont. 


OUR LADY OF COMBERMERE 


1959 is going to be a wonderful year for Madonna House, 


It will bring here the statue of Our Lady of Combermere, 
the work of Miss Frances Rich of Santa Barbara, California; 
and it will give the Virgin Mother of God a new shrine! 


Miss Rich is finishing the details of the statue in her 
studio. In a few weeks she will take it to Florence, Italy, where 
it will be cast in bronze. No where else in the world, it seems, can 
a work of art be so beautifully handled, nor so cheaply. 


When the Italian artists have finished their work, the 
statue will come to Montreal by freight. After it has cleared 
the Canadian Customs, it will be taken, on our own one ton 
truck, directly to Madonna House. 


Miss Rich will help prepare the underground foundation, 
and see to the pouring of the cement and other minor details; 
and will assist in placing Our Lady on her pedestal. 


Our Lady of Combermere will, when completed, be one of 
the most beautiful statues on earth. She will be standing, arms 
outstretched, and veil and draperies flying in the wind—a figure 
rushing to comfort and console and embrace. 


So far, the cost has been estimated at $3500. Miss Rich has 
done her part without any financial recompense. The expenses 
come from the details of casting, crating, and shipping. 


Ever since Rome, through our bishop, the Most Rev. W. J. 
Smith, of Pembroke, gave its approval for the statue and the 
shrine under the title of “Our Lady of Combermere’’, we have 
been receiving donations, especially from people who have 
obtained favors from Mary, under that title. However we have 
far less than $3500. We can use every penny, and every dollar 
you can send us. Please make cheques payable to Madonna 
House, Combermere, Ont., Canada. 


The sketch is by Ed Watson, from a photo of the model. 








THE DEAD CULT 
OF A LIVING GOD 


By Jose De Vinck 











Good people go to church on 
Sundays. Others don’t even both- 
er to do so. Others, again, becme 
violent, or even vile, when such a 
thing is suggested to them. And 
yet good, bad, and indifferent are 
utterly and a bsolutely dependent 
upon the LIVING GOD. Good 
people go to church on Sundays; 
that is, most of them are present 
physically, reluctantly, passively, 
in blissful unawareness of what 
is going on: the coming down, 
right in their midst of the LIVING 
GOD. Indifferent people are gen- 
erally much too busy to go to 
church: they work too hard, and 





have to sleep on Sundays, which 


is much more important than 
giving the slightest attention to 
the LIVING GOD. And bad people 
are out to kill the LIVING GOD, 
to kill LIFE with their weapons 
of death! 


But in the hearts of a few, so 
pitifully few, there burns in spir- 
it and in truth, as much as their 
humanity is able to contain, the 
flame of realization of the tremen- 
dous, daily coming on earth of 
the LIVING GOD. They tremble 
with awe, they melt with love, 
they are filled with the expect- 
ant wonder of the ever-renewed 
Consecration! 


They suffer from having so 
little to give, nothing but their 
tired and humble best. They suf- 
fer and weep (blessed are those 
who weep, and these are the bles- 
sed tears) because to such an 
immense crowd the cult of the 


LIVING GOD is but a_ dead 





routine .. 


HOLY PRIESTS WANTED 
IN LAY ACTION GROUPS 


By Catherine Doherty 


Desperately the Lay Apostolate needs priests to show them 
how to SERVE, for the Lay Apostle is called to witness to Christ 
in the Market Place, first by just being there. For this he gets his 
strength, as I mentioned in previous articles, through the spiritual 
formation the priest gives him as a spiritual director, through the 
knowledge the priest gives him as a teacher of Truth, and through 
the Sacraments’which the priest dispenses through his ministry. 
But the Lay Apostle must also “DO” for the Lord, in his witnessing. 


And this “DOING” means simply to serve all those who live 
in the Market Place. For the whole apostolate, in that sense, is one 
of sacrifice and service, fruits of love . . of Caritas. 
spokesmen for the people, and for 
the ordinary earthly business? 
| They were revered then, by the 
people, as their representative not 
| Only in the spiritual realm but the 
earthly one. 

Somehow, “human earthly dig- 
nity”, got somewhere mixed up 


Service Of Love 

Service that glows and shines— 
revealing in every gesture, every 
word this love of the apostle, for 
his God. Service that sets no limits 
on its time . . energies, talents, 
Service that is available, like the| 
Apostle himself, to anyone in need. 


Night and day—Day and night! 
Service that eats up the apostle. 
because he who renders such ser- 
vices . . has himself eaten God 
that very morning . 
morning of his life. And he real- 


izes profoundly that he must spill | 
his life for the Lord—in sacrifice | 


and service to his fellowmen, let- 
ting himself be eaten up. 

Where is the Lay Apostle to 
learn how to serve in this absol- 
ute manner? In this complete, 
total surrender of himself? Only 
from the priest, to whom Christ 
Himself has said: “I HAVE COME 
TO SERVE.” 

Silent Preaching 

And so the role of the priest in 
the Lay Apostolate, his ‘“‘dialogue”’ 
with the lay apostles, now becomes 

a silent one of preaching by ex- 
ample—for the relations of the 
priest and the Lay Apostolate are 
specially close. 

The priest has been appointed 


. and every | 


| with the immense and holy dig- 
|nity of the office. And somewhere 
along the line, men lost the idea 
of a priest as a “Servant of Man” 
. . and got the idea of a priest as 
“Master of Man.” 
Or Vision Blurred 

| Blurred became the truth that 
his mastery is one of humility, 
poverty, love and service—from 
|which his dignity grows, reflect- 
ing that of Christ. 

Because these things happen, 
and slowly, imperceptibly, men 
ceased to be at ease with priests. 
The gulf between them grew, until 
| priests became associated, strang- 
ely enough, especially in the mind 
|of the poor workers, with the so- 
called RULING CLASSES. 
| It became imperative to change 
\these attitudes. Pope after Pope 
|urged the filling up of this ever 
| growing gap. I quoted one excerpt 
|The limits of this article forbid 
|me to quote many more. But all 
| the popes’ writings come down to 


}a 


by the hierarchy, and hence by|the luminous words of Christ: 


chosen group of Laymen, for a| “] HAVE i" 
very special work in the Church, | ale elec 


at a special hour of her need; He 3 * ; 

is to shape them into a mighty|_,The gap will be filled by priests 
instrument for the spread of the| WhO see their priestly dignity in 
apostolate of God into the furth-| *#is Christ-like humility, poverty, 


erest corners of the earth. He is 
to shape them to face danger, even 
death and martyrdom, in bring- 
ing the love of Christ to men 
whose souls are filled often with 
hate of Him. 

This shaping, this molding, this 
ploughing and seeding of the soul 
of the lay apostles, takes all of the 
priest, all of his awesome powers 
and gifts. 

Priest’s Example 

Pope Pius XI, in his Encyclical 
Letter on Atheistic Communism, 
said; “But the most efficacious 
means of the apostolate amongst 
the poor and the lowly (and the 
Lay Apostolate) is the priest’s 
example. The practice of all those 
sacerdatal virtues, 
have described, in our Encycli- 
cal ‘Ad Catholici Sacerdoti, Es-| 
pecially needful, however, for the) 
present situation is the shining 
example of a life that is humble, 
poor, disinterested—in imitation 
of a Divine Master who could say 
to the world in Divine Simplicity: 
‘The foxes have holes, and the 
birds of the air nests, but the 


which we! 


| availability of constant service. 
| Where best could the priest begin 
this silent dialogue, which speaks 
|sO loudly, but with the Lay Ap- 
| ostolic groups—themslves formed 
in love and service of God, and 
|who will bring them by the most 
direct route a man can travel to 
| all the stratas of society, especial- 
|ly the poor. 

| Such apostolic groups might 
| well become, another novitiate for 
| the priest. A place of re-evaluat- 
| ion of all values and attitudes. A 
|laboratory of humility, approach- 
| ability, poverty, and simplicity, 
|that inevitably will lead to the 
|burning desire to SERVE AND 


| NOT TO BE SERVED. 
Servant-Master 

| And the sooner the priest will 
implement this fiery desire, the 
sooner he will become, in truth, 
“Master of Men’. ANOTHER 
GENTLE CHRIST, WHOM ALL 
MEN CALL MASTER, WILL 
WALK THE EARTH IN THEM 
AGAIN. 








Son of Man has Ba 
His head.’ nowhere to lay Yes, the role of the priest in the 


“A priest who is really poor and| Lay Apostolate is immense. And 


disinterested, in the Gospel sense, | ‘He dialogue between the two is 


may work among his flock (and , without end, and will continue, 
the Lay Apostolate) marvels—re-|we hope, at an ever growing 
calling a St. Vincent de Paul, a|tempo; for clarification is indeed 
Cure d’Ars, a Cottolengo, a Don in order for both. And both must 
Bosco, and so many others.” r Lin th School 
Poverty and service somehow} ee eee Brome oF LANY. 
| Pope Pius XII said: “THERE IS 
go together. The poor always) P 
serve. In Christ these thoughts} ONE MEANS OF THE APOSTOL- 
blended so well. He was such an| ATE THAT HAS NEVER FAILED 
example of both. The laity never; -A HOLY PRIEST.” 
divorces the man from the priest./ If the Lay Apostolate is to be- 


Maybe they should at times. If! 
so, it is up to the priest to teach sriaek Kaige it must have holy 


them how and why. And yet. . 
Post-Yule Tide Wish 


he too must seek his sanctity, at 
By Fr. Gene Cullinane 





least in part, in their service. For 

he too even, as His Master, has 

become a priest TO SERVE. 

Vision Now Clear? 

Strange as this may seem, this, 

role of the priest as the servant of| 

all, has been dimmed, for the laity,, May His grace 

by the passage of time. |Bring before your mind 
Is it the fault of ages long past | His Baby-Face 

—when priests were often mighty | 

Lords and Princes of this earthly And change your heart 

kingdom? Is it the fault of the Into a manger set apart 

Reformation and Post-reformat- For your little God 

ion eras, when priests became! To rest in. 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


This is February. And February is. . CATHOL- 
IC PRESS MONTH, the month in which all Cathol- 
ics are urged to subscribe to their Press—magazines, 
papers, and Catholic books. 


Why there should be SPECIAL CATHOLIC 
PRESS MONTHS... or for that matter special 
FATHER’S or MOTHER’S DAYS .. is hard to under- 
stand. Love has no special days . . it loves always. 


Nor should there, in truth, be any need to 
URGE Catholics to read the Catholic Press. They 
should WANT to always. Because they love the Truth 
which the Catholic Press brings them. Because they 
desire to understand in its eternal light,, the pas- 
sing events of time, in which they have their being. 
Because they need to be un-confused in these most 
confusing days. 


Little Europe, country by country, has more 
Catholic dailies, monthlies and weeklies, than Can- 
ada and U.S.A. combined. Yet definitely numerically, 
and most assuredly financially, we are bigger than 
all these countries combined. What then is the matter 
with us Catholics of the North American Continent? 


Why do we have to be urged to read the Words 
of Truth? To know what happens in our Parish, Dio- 
cese, Country, the World? And know it through the 
unfailing eyes of the Catholic Church, Bride of Christ? 
Why must we be urged? Why? Why? 


Granted, not all the Catholic Press speaks OF- 
FICIALLY, in the name of the Church. But by the 
very fact that it is “CATHOLIC” it will feed us the 
truth, and we must be fed by it . . or die. If we take 
the truth in casual, infinitely small doses, now and 
then, it will become dim in our soul’s eyes. And we 
shall become blind, at a time when we have need of 
vision. (The world already seems to allow THE BLIND 
TO LEAD THE BLIND). 


By the mere fact that it is CATHOLIC, it will 
keep us abreast of the ever changing applications of 
GOD’S UNCHANGING TRUTH .. . applications so vi- 
tally needed in these days of outright lies and half 
truths. 


It may be stated that the Catholic Press of 
Canada and America has not yet come of age, has not 
yet found itself, has not the courage to state that 
Truth in spite of powers and Principalities. It may be 
said that often it misses the point . . that its advertise- 
ments, intended to lure subscriptions, exasperate read- 
ers of discrimination. (Shining Crucifixes by night, 
and natural light candles by day). It may be main- 
‘tained that Catholic writing is far inferior to that of 
the secular Press, and Catholic appraisal of current 
events not worth a glance. 





Such criticisms may be justified in very few in- 
stances. Yet even in spite of this, the American and 
Canadian Catholic Press is truly, worth reading. It is 
rich in the thousand ways that truth is rich. Truth 
is expressed simply for simple folks, learnedly for 
learned ones. It is worth reading year in and year out. 


Those who have never taken the trouble to 
look for their reading needs will level criticisms at 
the Catholic Press, perhaps the better to hide their 
ignorance of it, and their shame at such ignorance. 


Without mentioning any particular papers, 
books, or publications, one can state and prove that 
our Catholic North American Press is rich in Truth, 
helpful in guiding souls through the terrible shoals 
of our days, vivid in defence of Justice and, constant 
in bringing God to men—in politics, the market 
place, the work place, the home and school—every- 
where men gather together. 


No, we should not be urged to subscribe to the 
CATHOLIC PRESS. . . WE SHOULD SUBSCRIBE. 
WITHOUT URGING . . . BECAUSE WE NEED ‘ITS 
BEACON OF LIGHT IN OUR MODERN DARKNESS 
. . BECAUSE WE LOVE TRUTH .. WHOIS GOD... 
BECAUSE WE NEED KNOWLEDGE TO FIGHT THE 
LIES THAT ALMOST SUFFOCATE US ON 
SIDES. 


WE MUST KNOW THE TRUTH AND LOVE 
IT -.. AND IT WILL MAKE US FREE! IN A WORLD 
WHERE HALF OF MANKIND IS BOUND AND EN- 
SLAVED, WE SHOULD NOT BE URGED TO KNOW 
TRUTH . . WE SHOULD HUNGER FOR IT. 


SUBSCRIBE TO RESTORATION. 
IT IS STILL ONLY ONE 
DOLLAR A YEAR. 




















EDDIE'S OF 1959 


By Eddie Doherty 











There were no stars looking 
down at us on those nights. And 
people said, “They will not come; 
no star is there to guide them.” 
And others said, “There are no 
wise men now in the East—nor 
anywhere else in the world.” 

The stars were there, of course. 
The stars are always there, even 
when one cannot see them. And 
the wise men were there, on their 
way, though few suspected this. 

Candles and Stars 

But little stars shone on a pale 
gold satin cloth that was hung 
behind the altar in the chapel at 
Madonna House. These were the 
golden sequins sewn into the 
cloth by Guadalupe, the girl who 
came to us from Spain. She sew- 
ed them in the form of crosses. 
Litle crosses and big crosses. They 
twinkled and glittered and gleam- 
ed in the soft light made by the 
candle flames. Some had a red- 
dish hue. Some were serenely blue. 
Some were just pure shining gold. 
And all of them were as fixed in 
their places as the stars in the 


The night of Epiphany was as 
dark as the nights that had pre- 
ceded it. The stars did not reveal 
themselves except at intervals— 
and then they were dim and dull 
and without any sort of sparkle. 


Pax and Caritas need not hunger 
for the light of any star. He has 
only to take it in his hands and 
lift it. It is a star. 





Combermere Diary 


Staff changes: Irene Chauvin 
to Edmonton; Raejean Neubig to 
Arizona; Mary McNamara to Or- 
egon; and Joe Hogan to Edmon- 
ton. Laurette Patenoude went to 
the Quebec Dairy School in St. 
Hyacinth, for a two month course 
in butter and cheese making. 

We have two acceptance dates 
each year for new Staff Worker 
Applicants, on September 8th, the 
birthday of our Lady, and on Jan- 
uary 6th, the Feast of the Epiph- 
any. This Epiphany, there were 
seven new Applicants; four women 
and three men. 

Ray Fecteau is “on the road”, 
visiting each house of the apos- 
tolate for two months, to obtain 














constellations. 
The gold cloth hung behind the 


| big crucifix, and behind the tab- 


ernacle, and high above the little 


|crib that lay beneath the altar. 


It was beautiful in itself. Loving 
hands had made it doubly so. 

I looked at the stars winking 
on their golden crosses; and I 
thought to myself; “Perhaps the 
Star of Bethlehem was not a six 
pointed star, nor a five pointed 


star, nor anything else but a| 


four-pointed star 
those sequins.” 

You didn’t see the cross when 
you saw the star. And the star 
was a ball of brilliance, with pos- 
sibly a hundred points, or a thous- 
and, or even a million. You could- 
n’t see the cross; but you knew 
that it was there. 


shaped like 


Four Pointed Star | 


I looked at the little stars, and 


field experience. ‘ 
| Kathy Rodman was given a trip 
ito California by the TV program 
\“It Could Be You”, so that her 
parents might have the family 
reunited for Christmastide. 

| Ronnie MacDonnell, and Ray 
and John Fecteau, took short 
courses at the Ontario Agricultur- 
al College at Guelph during the 
holidays. 

| Miss Helen Iswolsky, the auth- 
loress and lecturer, kindly return- 
ied to give us additional lectures 
during our big course of studies 
which will continue until Easter. 

Catherine Doherty went to 
Washington, D.C., for a lecture to 
the Catholic Guild of Psychiat- 
rists; and thence to the Carolinas 
for a visit to Bishop Waters. 

The rapid transition from the 
purple of Advent to the purple of 
Lent this year, certainly high- 
lights the fleetingness of time, 





I looked at the silver cross that) and should remind us all to “re- 


dangled from the chain around 
my neck, the cross of a Staff! 
Worker of the Madonna House 
apostolate. There were two words 
engraved in the cross. Pax. Carit- 
as. (Peace. Love.) 

I thought of the great star of 
Bethlehem hanging over the man- 
ger that night so long ago. I 
thought of angels singing their 
song of peace on earth to men of 
good will. I thought also that Di- 
vine Love had been born for us in 
that manger—Divine Love that 
was God and Man and Daily 
Bread. 

Peace and love in a cross; and 
the cross hanging in the cloudless 
sky—to call the magi, the wise 
men of the East, to bid them leave 
all that bothered and concerned 
and worried them, and to come, 
following the star, to kneel in 
adoration: at the manger. 

“There are no wise men today”, 
people said. “There are no magi 
who will hitch up their camels 
and go across the world because 
of the light of a star.” 

A Beacon Star 

But there are wise men; and 

there are wise women. And the 
star of the four-pointed cross of 
Madonna House Staff Workers at- 
tracts them from far off places. 
_ Seven of thm took their stand 
in the dining room of Madonna 
House, on the night given over to 
the celebration of Epiphany, the 
manifestation of Jesus to the 
Gentiles, and let it be known that 
they had come, with rich gifts, for 
the Infant Lord, and that they 
wanted, some day soon, to wear 
the cros of Love and Peace. 

Three men, they were, and 
four women. 

And Catherine, the director 
general of the Madonna House ap- 
ostolate, spoke of them as “the 
seven gifts of the Holy Ghost.” 

Each one of us here receives 
one of the seven gifts on Epiph- 
any. It is on a little slip of paper 
baked in a muffin. One opens 
the muffin, or bites into it, and 
finds what is written on the 
paper. “Counsel”, for instance. 


Or “Fortitude”, Or maybe “Fear 


of the Lord.’ 

Catherine spoke to the seven, 
telling them what they might ex- 
pect, promising them nothing 

ut a monotony of little crosses. 
It was enough. , 
Gold, Incense, Myrrh 

They knelt in the chapel later 
and presented the gifts they had 
brought. The gold of their youth 
and zeal. The frankincence of 
their love and adoration. And the 
myrrh, the bitterness, they had 
tasted in leaving their homes and 
their relatives and their friends in 
order to serve the Infant Jesus all 
the remainder of their lives, 

Two others became Slaves of 
Mary that blesed night; and 
three knelt before the altar and 
joined the Third Order of St. 
Francis. 


|deem the time” for God. 





Your Loose Pennies 


The Penny Pinchers—you can 
find them at work in the Mil- 
waukee Post Office—began, as a 
Lenten work, the collecting of 
pennies for the missions. It be- 
came an all-year project. They 
have the approval of Rev. Julius 
Dorszynski, Archdiocesan direct- 
or of the Propagation of the Faith. 
And they have letters like this 
from Father Caironi, S.J. of Ker- 
ala State, India. “With the $25 
you sent I purchased one and a 
half tons of tapioca at $17 a ton. 
I was able to feed 400 orphans for 
a week at a cost of about a penny 
a day. God bles you. “That makes 
a penny blessed indeed. Twice 
blessed. It blesses him who gives, 
and all those who receive. 


PARIS VIGNETTE. | 


By Franoise De Castro 
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The place is an ordinary parish 
church in a_ suburb of Paris. To 
be more specific, the crypt of said 
church. Something very bare and 
simple, made of wood and con- 
crete, with little light. The time: 
7.30 p.m. The characters: a score 
or so of ordinary people, men, wo- 
men of al ages, and a very young 
priest with a lean look and an im- 
mense chasuble that sort of shines 
in the darkness. 

Mass is almost over. The Mass 
of the Sunday in the Octave of 
Christmas. ‘The Mass that tells us 
that we are slaves no longer, but 
sons, and should call God Abba, 
Father! A dialogue Mass. A priest 
whose wide slow gestures remind 
one of the “Orantes” on the walls 
of the Catacombs. The Cata- 
combs! That’s it. The crypt, the 
dimness, the time of night, and 
that handful of simple people who 
will soon hasten away to their 
dinners, their homes and their 
problems, : 

That’s what made me think of 
the Catacombs, I believe. The fact 
that the world is so complicated 
today, so hard to live in. That it 
seems almost crazy to think the 
world, the whole world, can be- 
come Christian. To restore all 
things to Christ? Hm... Yet the 
first Christians were not more 
numerous than these. Nor more 
powerful. Did they convert the 
world? Not exactly. But the Name 
of Christ was heard everywhere. 
Maybe we ARE the first Christ- 
ians? What are two thousand 
years in the sight of God? A little 
crypt, a thin, dedicated priest, 
the same Body and Blood, the 
same humble people, and the 


huge machine of the world... 
That’s all. Pray for us. 





But one who wears the cross of |! 





JOURNEY INWARD 


By Catherine Doherty 








The Christmas cycle in Russia, 
from the first day of Advent to 
the last day of the Octave of our 
Lady’s feast of the Presentation— 
was story telling time. Especially 
so in our own home. The quiet 
cold nights, the crackling fire in 
the fire place, the soft candle 
light that was used more often du- 
ring tha season than the less soft 
oil lamps, all lent themselves to 
this wondrous pastime, enjoyed 
by old and young alike. 

The Russian story-tellers were 
truly artists of their craft. Or per- 
haps it was the way that the Rus- 
sian folk stories ran . . combining 
the eternal truths and verities of 
God, with the poetic fancy of a 
poetic people. Especially this was 
apparent in the stories connected 
with liturgical feasts—like the 
Christmas Cycle—for wasn’t that 
season so very spcially God’s? And 
hadn’t the Word of God leaped 
from His throne in heaven to 
come as a little Christ to us of 
this earth. 

The Young Pilgrim 

And since Russia never divorced 
the Child from the Mother, Mary 
too was prominent in all the 
stories. Without the Mother . . her 
Fiat . . there would have been 
neither Crib .. nor Manger . 
Nor Cave ... Nor Child! And Beth- 
lehem would never have acquired 
that Honey-taste that men feel 
on their lips when they pro- 
nounce its lovely name. 

Mother was an accomplished 
story-teller. And all of her stories 
of Christmastide were our favor- 
ites. But I had one, a very special 
one, that she had to tell me or my 
Christmas would not be complete. 

It was the story of a young pil- 
grim who went in search of Truth. 
His adventures were many, and 
all very exciting, for he asked ev- 
eryone how to find Truth; and he 
demanded clear directions to its 
home. 

No one seemed to know how to 
find truth, or the way to its home. 
That is, no one, until he met a 
very old and wise man. This man 
told him that once upon a time, 
he had started out with three 
other wise men, to pay homage 
TO TRUTH, WHO WAS A 
KING ... But along the way, he 
said, he got separated from the 
other three, because Lady Charity 
held him up. 

He never got to the home of 
Truth who was a King. And for a 
long time he was very sad about 
that. But a most extraordinary 
thing happened to him .. 

The Old Pilgrim 

In fact a great joy, a great 
grace, a great gift was given to 
him! TRUTH, WHOM HE 
KNEW AS A KING, came to 
him, of all pople! And believe it 
or not, TRUTH was a Child with 
many, many wondrous secrets. So 
naturally, though he was now 
very old, the pilgrim remembered 
them all, and could tell the young 
ae all about TRUTH. All 

hey had to do was to sit right 
down on this little stool by his 
feet and listen. 

Our young man _ eagerly did. 
And this is what he heard: 

Truth is a Child 

Born in Bethlehem, 

Of a Woman. 

She is the lock, 

The latch and the key. 

You will not see the Child 
Unless you pass through her. 
In time—and in eternity. 


Perhaps you think 

Truth dwels on mountains high— 
And you a mountaineer 

Of Great acclaim! 

Do not ascend! 

Descend — in humility 

The trail is faint— 

Yet Oh! how bright 

For you are walking 

The road of simplicity. 

You think you can find 
Truth, in sophistry, repartee? 
Go wash your -heart! 
Scrub it well! 

She will not let you in 
Unless your heart is pure. 


You think you can ride 

All the way, 

By car or train, or even plane? 
Nol You have to walk! 

For guide, or staff, 

You may take only poverty, 
Unerringly it will lead you 

To the Woman who was poor, 
And to the Child, 
Who is her Son. 


Come, I will show you 

Where Truth dwells 

Truth is a Child. 

Fear not, if you have sinned; 
For if you walk in humility, 
Simplicity, and poverty, 

All you have to. bring 

Is tears, 


The Woman will open the door 
And ask you in 

For it is for such as you and I 
That Truth came on earth. 
So, that of True Love 

We might know 

The infinite worth. 

If you are ready 

Let us start— 

In search of truth— 

To Palestine. 

There in a Cave 

Behind an Inn 

With doors quite low— 

But poor folks are used - 

To bow quite low— 

There you will meet her. 

Not very tall, but stately, 

She will ask you 

What you seek. 

And you will say quite simply 
“God, your Son, 


To live, to die 

For Him... 

Please .. 

We need to hold Truth 
We are weak and small! 
Please . . 

May we hold Truth 

In our arms?” 

She will smile 

And lift the Child 

Out of the cradle of straw 
And lay it there. 


And you will know 

That Truth is very warm and 
small 

Not heavy, nor big at all. 

Truth is a Child 


.| To have, to hold 


When Mary lays It 

in your hands. 

But, understand, 

Truth is a Child— 

It will not move 

Unless She picks It up 
And lays It in your hands! 
Go to Jesus through Mary 
Or you will not find Him. 
For who seeks the Lord 
Without Mary 

Seeks in vain. 

Lost in dark plains, 

He will not find the pens 
For he has missed the gate. 


JUST ONE MASS! 


The editors of Restoration think 
this, from the Newark, N.J. Advo- 
cate, is so good it should be re- 
printed in Restoration. It was 
originally entitled “More Than 
From Martyrs,” and was written 
by Rt. Rev. Msgr. William F. 
Furlong of Seton Hall University, 
South Orange, N.J. 

















When the fierce Iroquois In- 
dians captured the Jesuit priest, 
Father Isaac Jogues, they tied 
him to a post and beat him merci- 
lessly. They plucked out his beard. 
They tore out his fingernails. 
They even chewed off some of 
his fingers. It took a lot of love in 
a human soul to put up with all 
that for God. And we can be sure 
that God appreciated it. 

But St. Isaac Jogues was only 
one. Thousands of others have suf- 
fered and died for Christ during 
the past 1900 years. And, who of 
us could begin to understand or 
ever estimate the variety, the in- 
tensity and the magnitude of the 
torments endured by these heroic 
men, women and children who 
were so deeply in love with God. 
What a tremendous act of love 
all their sufferings represent! You 
and I could never begin to under- 
stand how deeply Our Lord ap- 
preciates their generosity. 

There is one, however, whose 
generosity He appreciates more 
than the generosity and love dis- 
played by all the martyre. It is 
the love and generosity of His 
Mother, Mary. Although she en- 
dured no physical harm on Cal- 
vary, Mary, we are told, not only 
suffered more than any one of 
the martyrs, but more than all 
the martyrs taken together. In 
fact, all the sufferings of all the 
martyrs together are not to be 
compared with ’s. How com- 
pletely beyond our understanding 
or comprehension is Our Lord’s 
appreciation for all that His Mo- 
ther suffered for Him! 

Although it is difficult to im- 
agine at first sight, there is some- 
oe God appreciates more than 

e cuttorntee of all the mar- 
a ~_ ae ais than all the suf- 
erings 0 e een of Martyrs, 
His Mother, Mary—it is one holy 


St. Alphonsus Liguori, a Doctor 
of the Church, has told us, “One 
single Mass gives more honor to 
God than .. . all the torments of 
the martyrs have given Him, or 
ever will give Him.” Mary and all 
the martyrs give limited honor 
to God; the Mass gives. unlimited 
and endless honor to God. 

It would be a wonderful, in- 
valuable privilege to be able to of- 
fer a Mass just once in a lifetime. 
God, however, very often lets 

riests do it many thousands of 
times in a lifetime. What can an - 
one or an g in the whole 
world offer that could make a 
young man turn down the oppor- 
tunity to become a priest, even if 





it were to offer just one holy 
Mass? 
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Hot Day 
In Yukon 


When “Uncle Ed” wrote this 
piece it was a nice June day in 
1957. He wrote it for his own satis- 
faction. But he never did anything 
with it until the other day when 
he decided to throw it away. A 
friend rescued it; and the editor 
of Restoration, thought many peo- 
ple would like to know a little 
more about Whitehorse, which 
now is having some very low 
weather. 

By Edward Watson 

Right now I’m sitting on the 
edge of the Whitehorse bluffs 
watching all the town go by. It’s 
quite a sight. I feel like painting 
a picture. But I haven’t any color 
box along, nor crayons—just a 
lead pencil and paper. What a 
view! —what a picture! 

Immediately below me is the 
residential area. A lady hangs out 
her washing, and four or so blocks 
away, two children compete for a 
kiddy-car. All around are green 
roofs, red roofs, and black and tin 
ones strewn across this vast flat 
Yukon River valley. Block to 
block, each one divided from the 
other by straight dusty streets, 
intersecting at right-angles. 
Fringing on this area and beyond, 
are many and vast freight sheds 
and trucking depots, each one oc- 
cupying at least one block, its 
open dusty yards containing der- 
elict trucks and rows of trailers 
and tractor trucks. 

Trucks and Dogs 

The freight sheds, with alum- 
inum roofs, stand in the centre, 
marking the citadel of each re- 
spective freighting company. They 
are just busying up for the even- 
ings dispatches. Drivers and me- 
chanics perform their weird bal- 
let of last minute preparations 
prior to their long trek on the 
long, lonely, fabulous Alaskan 
highway. The evening is the best 
time for them to start out as the 
unpaved Highway’s dust is par- 
tially settled by the dew. White- 
horse is irrevocably a truck town. 

If you weren’t cautious, you 
might say that there are more 
trucks than dogs in town, but 
that would be a mistake. The dogs 
are very “logey” when it’s hot. 
They paw their way into a cool 
wie in the ground and try to 
sleep it off. But just wait ’til they 
come into their own in the fall! 
You would question the populat- 
ion figures and wonder who’s run- 
ning this town, we or the dogs. 

The Sunday after my arrival in 
Whitehorse, I thought I’d go to 
7 o’clock Mass at the Cathedral. It 
seemed like one of those wonder- 
ful spring days, cool, clear, with 
an exhilarating morning sunrise; 
but Spring in the Yukon gives 
little indication of its arrival. It’s 
only summer and winter here. 

Dogs And A Dog 

As I walked down the street 
there wasn’t a sound to disturb 
this lovely Sunday morning. I 
got thinking, on some distant 
plane; so I was unaware of the 
tumult, gradually rising to a cre- 
scendo, down the street. Then I 
saw a terrific horde of snarling 
and barking hounds. They didn’t 
even know I was there. All they 
saw was a monstrous German 
Shepherd in the back of his open 
pick-up truck. 

The parade of dogs proceeded 
down the street at a tantalizing 
slow pace leaving behind a trail 
of discontented and howling muts 
of all sizes, shapes, and colors, for 
blocks on end. I’d never seen such 
an array, but of course the folks 
who’d been here any length of 
time wouldn’t notice it. 

Beyond the freight sheds I can 
see the downtown area. The huge. 
new post-office and administrat- 
ive buildings, contrasted and in- 
termingled with original log cab- 
ins typical of the Yukon, stand 
ust beyond the trucking area. 

jtehorse, being the capital of 
the Yukon, all the territorial of- 
fices are represented here and 
cover a multitude of services — 
mining, forestry, Indian affairs, 
-R.C.M.P. public hea,lth etc. A 
little further away runs the his- 
torical and intriguing Yukon Riv- 
er, meandering through this level 
valley. ~ 

Planes, Ships and Ghosts 

A sea-plane circles, dips its 
wings, aims at the river’s up- 
stream course, and begins the 











oe That gneve Sgt 
eomes at long, nerye-tingung 
procedure of landing. He euts a 


gash of white foam on the sur- 
face, then pulls up to the freight 
sheds of Aber aes one 
Transport Company, and the an- 
tiquated the old “stern-wheeler” 
river boats sitting in dry-dock on 
the bank. 

The tons of supplies these old 


paddle boats “packed” up the riv- 


er are probably the reasons why 


the “Gold Rush of ’98” reached 


such proportions. For a long time 
were the 


these “old faithfuls” 


most practical means of transpor- 
tation for ple and trade. “Old 
timers” tell many a good tale con- 
cerning their passages up and 
down the Yukon River. The Yu- 
kon offers its own hazards, as does 
the Mississippi. It has its shifting 
sand-bars, its treacherous, grind- 
ing ice-floes, its tangled-masses of 
trees from snow-slides on the sur- 
rounding heights, its swift narrow 
passages with many a hidden jag- 
ged rock, and, of course its “ghost 
boats” that lie on the bottom, with 
their funnels sticking up above 
the surface. 

These few “sole-survivors” of a 
great fleet now lie in their wan- 
ing glory, rotting away on the 
river bank. When new, they sold 
$40,000 each. Now they are being 
sold for $400 or so, for scrap. The 
train route over the mountains 
has made them _ oblolete. The 
train route was cut from the old 
pack-horse trails of ’98, originally 
a network of Indian trails criss- 
crossing the whole great North- 
west hinterland. 

From foot-trails to sea-planes! 
From hand-panning of gold to 
the monstrous dredges now em- 
ployed. 

Sleep on, paddle wheelers, and 
do not wake! 








Francois Mauriac 
To Catholic Students 


By Francoise De Castro 











A slender youthful figure, 
dressed in gray. Three little 
rooms, equipped with- micro- 


phones, and crowded with stu- 
dents—from France, from Africa, 
from Vietnam, from Japan, and 
elsewhere students sitting, 
standing, crushed, groaning, but 
all eager to listen to what the 
famous novelist, the newspaper- 
man, the Nobel prize winner, has 
to say on the most important 
topic of all: CHRIST. 

He begins in a strange voice 
(his throat has been operated 
upon, and he can only whisper, 
almost like a priest in the con- 
fessional). The audience is sur- 
prised at first, then rapt, the se- 
crecy of the tone adding to the in- 
timacy of the words. 

Mauriac begins like this: “All 
I have to say is summed up in 
the words of the Acts of the Ap- 
ostles: that Jesus who is dead and 
whom Paul claims to be alive 
That is it. Jesus alive. To me, He 
always was, for I was brought up 
by a very devout mother. I some- 
times envy the converts who meet 
Him all at once, with an adult 
mind. But I always knew Him, or 
so it seems. 

“It is sometimes dangerous to 
prepare children for First Com- 
munion by telling them it will be 
the most beautiful day in their 
lives. For me, it was. The good 
Fathers knew how to prepare us 
for it. Emotions, and e ven nerves, 
were played upon cleverly. But it 
made an unforgettable experi- 
ence.” 

From his _ childhood piety, 
Mauriac grew, not without hurt, 
to an adult awareness of the 
presence of God in souls. “It is 
true, he said,—and the audience 
grew very silent and attentive. 
“Christ promised it—He said He 
and His Father would come and 
dwell in the souls of the faithful. 
There is a secret pact between 
each one of us and Christ. You, 
and I, with Christ. You are young, 
and I am old. The only difference 
between us is that I have had 
more time to sin. That’s all. But I 
also have had more time with all 


‘my cowardice, to learn what lies 


behind the word fidelity.” 

The word sounded like a motto. 
But the old writer kept on, ex- 
plaining how easy it is to make 
an idol of one’s art. He had, he 
said, fallen into that sin. “Now,” 
he said, “I wish to retire. But I 
feel like an old actor, who, every 
time he walks back to the wings, 


is pushed upon the stage . 
God kee there, although he 
does not play his part too well. 


But maybe there is no other one 
yet, so he has to keep going, until 
God calls and says to him ‘come’. 

Mauriac spoke of the presence 
of God in men. “I was hungry and 
you fed me, thirsty, and you gave 
me to drink.” 

“Christ is in my brother, the 
poor the foreigner, the tortured 
one.””. (Mauriac has been one of 
the most outstanding campaign- 
ers against tortures). “Whatsoever 
you do to the least ef my brethren, 
you do to me”, 


under a spell, Not the spell of a 
brilliant writer but the spell of a 
Christian, who, simply, humbly, 
publicly, called himself a sin- 
ner, yet spoke of the love of 
Christ. ; 

One does not hear these things 
very often, outside of church. 
They were good to hear. We kept 
silent a long time, and who knows, 





what these words can do? 


The strange low voice kept all| 





Our Kathie 
On TV 








One Man's Scrap... 
Another Man’s Gold... 











Something is always happening 
at Madonna House. Something 
new. Something exciting. Some- 
thing funny or splendid o r grand. 
One of the things most talked 
about in 1958 was the visit of 
Kathie Rodman, Madonna House 
staff worker, to a TV show in 
her home town, Los Angeles, Cal- 
ifornia. 

A big network planned to sur- 
prise her parents, and decided to 
do so by paying Kathie’s expens- 
es there by plane. 

Kathie was the least excited of 
all the girls. But she kept a diary 
of the trip. She did this to please 
her friends, who had urged her to 
do it. Maybe you’d like to read a 
few excerpts: 

“From my window I can see the 
corner of Hollywood and Vine. 
They have the Christmas parade 
at night. Lots of cars. Lots of 
noise. The weather forecast for 
tomorrow, Saturday, is 18 
Above. And NO SMOG! Oh those 
Combermere snows! How happy 
I am you’re there! . People 
rushing to and fro, not noticing 
the sky, or the stars, or each 
other... 

“T can see the hill, about a mile 
away, where my little sister is liv- 
ing. She is in the convent there 
So close. Yet I might as well be 
in Africa. I must keep hidden here 
until the right moment.” 

The right moment came—just 
when she was getting tired of 
living like a movie star. Her par- 
ents got the surprise of their 
lives. They mentioned their 
daughter’s name. They _ said 
Christmas wouldn’t be Christmas 
with Kathie so far far away. Then 
—whish. A curtain was moved, 
and there was Kathie! Herself! 
In person! In her own shining 
glory! 

The Rodmans won a TV set for 
their several minutes on TV, a re- 
frigerator, a stove, a complete 
living room set, and a two weeks 
vacation in Hawaii, with $500 to 
spend while there. This, and a 
day or so with their daughter! 

What dd Kathie get? 

Kathie got the wonder and the 
joy and the excitement of coming 
home to her new family in Ma- 
donna House. God bless her. 


EVERYBODY PRAY 


Now you can get a prayer book 
free .. . that is, if you want to 
pray. In order to distribute these 
books as widely as possible the 
Office of Religious Education, 
Sydney, Nova Scotia, is sending 
out the following circular: 

One of the more alarming ef- 
fects of twentieth century secul- 
arism is the increasing number of 
people who no longer pray. Most 
of them believe in God, and 














Y>| would claim to be Christians. But 


they have never acquired the hab- 
it of prayer, never learned any 
prayers. Yet they have an ob- 
ligation to worship God, and 
would do so if they knew how. 
EVERYBODY’S PRAYER 
BOOK has been prepared for just 
such people, though it is really 
suitable for EVERYBODY. 
Though compiled by a priest, 
EVERYBODY’S PRAYER BOOK 
does not bear an Imprimatur: the 
Imprimatur was granted, of 
course, but special permission was 
given to withhold the printing of 
it on the booklet itself. 
EVERYBODY’S PRAYER 
BOOK has many uses and can be 


distributed in many ways by both}. . 


clergy and laity. It has a atiff, 
durable, and attractively-designed 
cover, and the prayers are printed 
on fine-quality — In Canada 
the booklet can be o btained from 
the Office of Religious Education, 
69 King’s Road, Sydney, Nova 
Scotia, at the following prices: 
Sample copy, free; 12 copies $1; 
25 Copies $2; 50 copies $3; 100 
copies $5. 
ORDER FORM 


Office of Religious Education 
69 King’s Road 
Sydney, Nova Scotia 


Please send me................ eopies 


of EVERYBODY'S PRAYER 
BOOK. I enclose 


(shipping charges are prepaid 
ee) remittance peccineenies 
order. ‘ 


Annee eee neem eee eee eenenee sees eee eee eeeeeeeees 





Today my mind goes to the sick. 
For we have many such in our 
far flung rugged countryside. Our 
nurses—we have quite a few— 
serve them joyfully and gladly. 
We have also a First Aid Station 
for some thirty miles of our High- 
way, we hope daily that we may 
not be needed, and that this day 
will be accident-less. 

Then we sometimes have our 
own “sick” members of Madonna 
House. Though most of them are 
young, and all of them are 
healthy, most of the time, I never 
the less colds, bouts of flu, and 
accidents happen, to the best of 
them. So we have a Sick Bay, a 
cozy room where they are well 
taken care of. 

We also have a little dispensary 
to help people with the numerous 
ordinary daily “patent” drugs. 
The other day-f spent some time 
in our sick bay myself. Just a 
nasty cold. And I got to thinking 
how humble the place was, and 
what it needed to make it a little 
more comfy for the sick. 

Samples Please 

St.Benedict’s saying came to 
my mind. ALL THE SICK MUST 
BE TREATED LIKE CHRIST! If 
any member of the Community 
were sick, the Superior was to 
provide all the necessities even if 
he had to mortgage the Monastery 
to do so. 

That sure made me think. Try- 
ing to mortgage our place would 
be silly. It is too far from any- 
where to obtain a good mortgage. 
But why not see if we could not 
get a few items together to im- 
prove things? 

Canadian doctors and nurses 
get oodles of samples — medical 
ones. . We sure would be grate- 
ful for a share of these. . That we 
would. Then there is plastic. Ev- 
erything these days is made of 
plastic . . Now some nice big plas- 
tic boxes to put these samples in 
so they could be seen ‘and yet pro- 
tected from dust and such, would 
be wonderful. 

In fact, come to think of it, we 
could use many other plastic con- 
tainers. And for that matter, clear 
plastic material would be terrific, 
to wrap bandages and cotton etc. 
in. 

Maybe somebody has a fairly 

nice LINOLEUM RUG for the 
floor of our sick bay. It is only a 
10’ x 10’ we need. Back rests 
would come in handy. Thermom- 
eters have a way of breaking that 
breaks my heart. Maybe some 
folks have one too many .. ? 

Want A Loan? 

We have a sort of a loan cup- 
board too . . from which we loan 
all kinds of sick-room supplies to 
those too poor to buy them. Bed 
pans and urinals, crutches, all 
sizes and lengths . . a wheelchair 
some grateful person has no more 
need for . . a hospital bed that 
has done its work and is not need- 
ed anymore. . Rubber rings... 
electrical heating pads . . maybe 
an electrical blanket. 

I know it is asking a lot. . but 
then there is St. Benedict, who 
says THE SICK MUST BE 
TREATED LIKE CHRIST... 
Maybe there is someone sick 
amongst you—who would like to 
offer Christ, in His sick poor, the 
gift of such a_ blanket. Surely 
Christ would thank you for it so 
very specially! 

Special drinking cups for the 
sick . . “glass straws” that help 
so much to give liquids to those 
lying in bed. Oh, anything and 
everything that can be used in a 
sick room would be so welcome 
. old or new! 

What about baby bottles . . now 
that the baby is grown up or in 
the process of doing so? Maybe 
when you buy your family drugs 
. . you might buy an extra jar of 
Vick’s . . nose drops . . aspirins. . 
aspergum .. and such and send it 
wending its way .. our way.. 

So many homes have old sick 
room supplies that they are not 
using. We can ‘loan them out” to 
so many who need them . . So 
why not clean out that forgotten 
corner of your house? And re- 
ceive a blessing from Christ in the 
Sick , . and Our Lady of the Vis- 
itation? Didn’t she hurry to help 
her cousin Elizabeth? 





To My Beloved 


O—keep my heart 
Yi and fair 
And of 

Joy untold. 
So—that when: 

I meet You 

Face to face 

T’ll not be old. 


.. Lulie 





THE LOOK 


By John Carmel 











Only a gentle warm-air stream 


the charcoal in the brazier glow- 
ed but dimly as the cool spring 
breeze rustled the damask drap- 
eries of his bedroom. Yet, John 
Mark, naked under the coverlets, 
tossed all but one to the floor, and 
hot and feverish, tried once more 
to sleep. 

It was always the same after 
Simon Peter’s visits. Not that the 
big fisherman ever referred to the 
events, now two years past, but 
always after his dparture mem- 
ories came flooding back, vivid in 
detail, disturbing in effect. Once 
again he stood on the Perean 
bank of the Jordan, a fascinated 
listener captivated by the dark 
dominating figure of Jesus of 
Nazareth speaking to a crowd 
that hung on His every word. 


ET ERAT 
SUBDITUS 





Follow Me 


sage; and how impressive 
He had bade the crowd depart! 
Again he saw himself approach 
the departing Master and ask 
with a boldness that ill concealed 
his nervous excitement; ‘‘Master, 
what must I do to possess eternal 
life?” And the answer, nonchal- 
ant almost, which had reached 
him over another’s’ shoulders’ 
“Keep the commandments”. 

Again his proud answer rang in 
his ears, “Lord, I have kept all 
these since I grew up; where is it 
that I am still wanting?” Then 
the look and the answer. The 
look so full of tender love which 
had thrilled his inmost soul, and 
che answr which had shattered 
his joy, instantly, stunningly, ir- 
revocably. “If thou has, a mind 
to be perfec?, go home aid sell all 
that belongs io thee; 2¢:ve it to the 
poor, and so the treasure thou 
hast shall be in heaven. Then 
come back and follow me.” 

For a few moments he had 
stood nonplused, wavering bet- 
ween the call of the Master and 
the call of his choice vineyards, 
his elegant house, and his many 
treasures. Finally, sad at heart, he 
had slowly turned away and had 
gone back to Jerusalem. But 


to be found there, little peace of 
mind; for ever and anon there 


rang in his ears the voice “(Come 
and follow me”’. 


came from the hypocaust, and_| 


Camel Swallowers 

“Come and follow me’. Yet, 
that too had been the invitation 
to Peter, the big fisherman, who, 
leaving ship and nets had follow- 
ed this prophet along the high- 
ways and byways of Judaea and 
now, much against his will, had 
come with the Master to Jerusa- 
|lem where the foxes of the San- 
|hedrin, baited unmercifully, were 
'plotting his downfall. 

How serious Peter’s voice had 
been that afternoon as he spoke 
|of Jesus’ recklessly defiant attacks 
|on the Pharisees and chief priests, 
;on those hyprocrites, those blind 
leaders who strained at gnats but 
swallowed camels! No wonder His 
‘apostles prevailed on Him to spend 
jhis nights out of Jerusalem at 
Simon’s house in Bethany! 

How curios too, riused John 
Mark, that it should have been 
his own servant who had met Pe- 
ter and John when they came 
into the city to arrange for the 
paschal feast which had ended not 
one hour ago! The prophet under 
his very own roof! Yet he had 
avoided any meeting with Jesus. 
He could not face an invitation a 
second time. The memories of the 
first were still too poignant! 

A growing murmur from the 
streets, punctuated by the tramp 
|of marching feet broke in upon 
| Mark’s reverie. Gripped by an in- 
|explicable excitement he leaped 
out of bed to the window-opening. 
There, along the street, accomp- 
anied by a motley crowd, armed 
| with clubs, came a detachment of 
the High Priest’s Guard, headed 
by Judas—of all people—by one 
of the Twelve. 

A Kiss In A Garden 

Wide awake now, Mark took in 
the situation at a glance. The 
hour had come and the Sanhedrin 
was about to strike! Judas, their 
accomplice, was leading them to 
their intended victim, to Jesus of 
Nazareth. But to where? Not to 
Bethany obviously, but to where? 
He, Mark, must warn him but 
where could he be? For a moment 
he thought furiously, and then it 








|came. Of course, Gethsemani! A 


mistaken notion perhaps, but he 
must take that chance. 
Grabbing only a shirt, he dash- 


How simple had been His par-/ed to the street, and began to run. 
ables yet how inspiring His mes-| Catching up to the mob, he turn- 
His|ed down a side street, intent on 
voice as, his arms in benediction. | out-distancing them. Before him 


lay the Cedron brook. No time to 
make for the bridge. Plunging 
into the icy water, Mark swam to 
the far bank, clambered up, and 
once more began to run. Frantic-- 
ally opening the side gate he 
looked around the garden but 
could see nothing but the glare 
of the mob’s torches as it entered 
on the far side. Anguish in his 
heart, he ran on down the path. 
Again That Look! 

Too late! As he breasted the 
top of a rise he saw below, out- 
lined in the flicker of the torch- 
es, Jesus and his company facing 
the mob; saw the soldiers at first - 
fall back and finally come forward 
to arrest Jesus. As the apostles 
and disciples fled, Mark heard 
once again the voice in his ears 
“Come and follow me”. 

His fans thrust aside and his 
mind at peace, he went boldly 
forward ready to share the 
Master’s fate, but as he came up 
Jesus turned and looked at him. 

Once again the look; once again 
the same inexpressible joy. And 
once again the voice, indescribab- 
ly loving, forgiving yet command- 


there was little comfort of heart |ing, “Go—in peace”. 


Bliss in his heart, Mark turned 
and ran, naked, leaving in the 
hands of the soldiers who sought 





to seize him, his white linen shirt. 





Catholics who read Catholic 
magazines stop now and then, to 
wonder why the editors permitted 
this or that ad to be printed. One 
that stopped us cold was headed, 
“Buy Now For Christmas’—and 
went on to describe ‘a gift to in- 
spire your little girl or boy.” Said 
gift was nothing less than cos- 
tumes. One was called “little 
nun.” The other was “little 
priest.” The ad bade parents ob- 
serve how their children would as- 
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Little (Female) Lay Apostle is 
made of finest quality blue den- 
im. Comes in two sizes—too small 
and too large. Consists of skirt 


and blouse with large apron. 
Complete with miniature floor 
mop and pail and/or kitchen 
utensils at slight extra charge. 
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LITTLE LAY APOSTOLATE 
(Male or Female) 


Watch your children assume the conscientious qualities of a grown-up 
lay apostle. Watch how they will clamor to help you with the house- 
work .. . will beg to be permitted to help you prepare meals and wash 
the windows or the family car. These imaginative little outfits will 
help them plan their lives — the apostolic way. 


Little Little 
(Female) $8.95 (Male) 
Lay Apostle Postpaid Lay Apostle 


All outfits include silver-plated Pax Caritas cross, complete with chain. 


A Catholic Ad? 


sume “the quiet dignity of those 
who have dedicated their lives to 
the church—” and added that 
“this fine imaginative way would 
help the poor darlings “plan their 
lives. . . the Catholic way.” This 
ad was a pure gift to inspire our 
Sally Murphy, now in Edmonton, 
to write an ad for “Little Apostle” 
Why should “little mun” and 
“little priest” have all the fun, 
for only $8.95? 


Little (Male) Lay Apostle con- 
sists of White T-shirt with con- 
trasting patches, and ragged 
denim jeans in blue or khaki. 
Complete with hoe, shovel and 
miniature auto jack. Also, at 
slight extra charge, miniature 
axe and Swede saw for working 
in the bush. 


| 
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OUR 
CHRISTMAS THANKS 


For many people Christmas 
comes but once a year; but for us 
it lingers. We do not forget it until 
sometime in June or July; then we 
begin to get ready for the next 
Christmas. So maybe you will for- 
give us if, in this pale white Feb- 
rurary, we tell you something 
about Christmas in the Madonna 
House Lay Apostoate—Christmas 
of 1958, that is. After all, the 
readers of Restoration helped 
make this Christmas WONDER- 
FUL! 

Here at Madonna House we 
managed to distribute toys and 
clothes and candy and holiday 
food—such as turkeys and cran- 
berry sauce and oranges and 
nuts, etc—to hundreds of people, 
and to the children of eighteen 
schools in Combermere and the 
surrounding areas. Some of these 
schools are many miles away. We 
gave 1,000 gifts to children, 185 to 
families and 220 to shut-ins. We 
had a party at Madonna House 
for nearly 200 local children. 

It was much the same story in 
all the other houses in the ap- 
ostolate. Some of them reported 
as follows: 

By Philip Knight 

Casa de Nuestra Senora, Wins- 
low, Ariz., For making this Christ+ 
mas such an unforgettable one, 
we want to thank, now, always, 
and forever; 

God, our Father; Christ, our 
Brother, and Mary, our Mother; 
our parents, our spiritual parents 
in Madonna House, Fr. Callahan 
and the other priests, and our 
bishop, the Most Rev. Bernard 
Espelage. Also... 

Our pastor, Father John Han- 
non for having us— 

Our Winslow neighbors, for 
many kind gestures made in our 
behalf; money, food prayers and 
good wishes. 

We wish to thank OUR BENE- 
FACTORS EVERYWHERE — for 
the love, friendship and support 
that has been expressed in so 
many ways; money, clothing, 
food, toys, Masses, prayers and 
cards. 

A million thanks to: Cardinal 
Cushing, Abbot Columban, 
O.C.S.0., Father Loftus, Father 
Hootsmans, Father John Baptiste, 
Father Gene, Father Raymond, 
S.A., Father Martin, OSB, Fath- 
er Harrington and Brother Jos, 
S. J. of Phoenix— 

A million thanks to Father Tim 
and the Youth Club of Wichita, 
Kans.—to Father Bernard Kelley 
and friends of Rhode Island—to 
the Winslow Knights of Colum- 
bus, The Crowley Club and Daily 
Mass Assoc. of New London, 
Conn., the Penny Pinchers. of 
Milwaukee, the Mission Unit of 
the Worthington Ohio Seminary, 
to Mrs. Pritchett and Girl Scout 
Troop No. 76 of New London, 
Conn. 

A million thanks to Father Rob- 
ert, OSB and our other wonderful 
Illinois friends— 

To Barbara and the members of 
the Glastonbury, Conn. discussion 
group. To Marie and all our grand 
friends in Welland— 

To the people of California, too 
numerous to mention; The Viol- 
etti family especially; to Barbara, 
Joan and Mrs. Sharpe of Toronto 
—To Catherine de Vinck for her 
lovely poem—To the Hobin boys 
for saving dimes— 

A million thanks to: John Sa- 
batt, Anthony Leon, Bonnie Ra- 
ter, Louise Enarson, Genevieve 
Gerrity, Martin Sinnott, Mrs. 
Clemente Garcia, and Helena 
Greene— 

A million thanks to: Mr. and 
Mrs. Joe Aubin and girls, to Pat 
and Ralph, Martha and Bras, 
Ronnie and Bill, Peg and Lou 
Jones, Mr. and Mrs. Vincent Cor- 
bett— 
to the Sisters of St. Joseph in 
Prescott for so many nice things 
—to the Dominican Sisters of St. 
Jude in Alabama—to all our Sister 
friends everywhere for their cards 
and prayers— 

A million thanks to Jo Hogan, 
the St. Germaine’s Mrs. Hann, 
Mrs. Baron, Gerry Chinourd, Mrs. 
Thomas McQuire, Madeleine Mc- 
Loughlin, and Sharon Mansfield, 
Ella Moriarty all of Conn. to Em- 
ma Cowan of Dubuque, Iowa; 
Mrs. Monica Walt of Aurora IIl., 
Luverna Tholan of Wisconsin; 
Angela Meslans and Ida Gilbert 
of Ohio; Lillian Leahy and Gladys 
Rivard of Detroit; and Eileen 
Luhrs of Levittown, N.Y. 

A milion thanks again to faith- 
ful, generous Connecticut friends 
who do so much toward making 
living here possible . . especially 
to my relatives, Aunt Jo and Uncle 
Angelo, Nellie, Joann and Carol 
Bishop, Julie and Jimmie Gleason, 











Aunt Edie and Uncle Al, Connie}... 


and family—much love and grat- 
itude, 


There is no end to those I would 
like to mention by name—How- 
ever, mentioned and unmentioned 
the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass 
was offered on December 25, 
1958, in Madre de Dios Church 
Winslow for each and every one 
of you. 

One Mass. Enough to encompass 
all your joys, sorrows, desires, 
needs— 

One mass. Enough to fill you 
all with grace and peace and love, 
now and always and forever and 
ever. 

By Mary Ruth 

Maryhouse, Whitehorse; Yukon: 
The smoke towers straight into a 
sky that stoops to cloak a shiver- 
ing city in a film of fog. The tem- 
perature is 40 below zero; the air 
is still and crisp. Walking along 
with your friends you suddenly 
see a cheek partly frozen or the 
tip of someone’s nose all white. 
This is truly the weather when 
“only the fit survive.” 

You move slowly in weather 
such as this, for deep breathing 
can cause your lungs to get froz- 
en. If you are smart, you cover 
your face, for flesh cannot long 
withstand this cold. If you are 
unlucky enough to freeze a toe, 
a finger, a foot, or a hand, you do 
}not rub on snow or run for heat. 
|A seasoned missionary told us to 
iplunge it into moderately cold 
|water and let it thaw out slowly 
but never rub it. Some _ thirty 
hours later accompanied by ex- 
iruciating pain it thaws. 

A Cold Disgrace 

So in this country you watch 
and don’t let yourself get frozen. 
The Idians, long accustomed to 
this climate, almost never get 
frozen. Recently when a young In- 
dian boy froze two toes, his friends 
considered it a disgrace. 

Have you ever heard people say 
that the younger generation is 
thoughtless, selfish, and thinks 
only of itself? It is said, but we 
cannot agree. One cold, frosty 
night shortly before Christmas, 
ten little girls from the Army 
Chapel Choir trudged around in 
deep snow ringing doorbells and 
singing Christmas Carols. One 
knocked at doors and said she was 
begging for the Indian Children’s 
Christmas Party at Maryhouse— 
could she please have a contrib- 
ution? Another carried a little 
box to receive it. As they waited 
shivering at the doors, one said 
shyly: “Gee, I’m scared!” 
Begging is never easy; but they 
kept going from door to door, 
their eyes shining with the joy 
of doing for others. 

Love Apparent 

On December 19th, around 200 
Indian children and their parents 
filled the big library at Mary- 
house. In the glow of a lighted 
Christmas Tree, 
were piled huge stacks of pres- 
ents, their black eyes shone as 
they pressed in an orderly but 
eager line-up to see “Santa Claus” 
and to receive their presents. 
Candy, fruit and ice cream were 
passed around and everyone ate 
all he could hold. 

Here sat a fat little dark-skin- 
ned baby eating an ice cream cone 
upside down; over there a little 
two-year-old trying to figure out 
what to do with this thing they 
called a “‘tricycle” to make it go. 
Little Edith Scarffe, barely two, 
gleefully carried around a doll 
bigger than she was, but no one 
could take it from her; the prec- 
ious thing might disappear! 

An Indian Woman, her black 
hair falling loosely over her 
shoulders came to me: “May I 
have two presents for two little 
sick children at home?’ None was 
disappointed. Two hours later 
there was paper wrapping piled 
everywhere; orange peelings all 
over the floor; ice cream blobs 
here and there; and a gaiety fil- 
ling every corner of the room. We 
sat over coffee and meditated on 
the LOVE behind that party. 

Let Us Help 

Maryhouse was only a place and 
we were only the conveyors of 
the charity of the many who 
came to help. Hours of love had 
made it possible . . . People every- 
where had sacrificed much time 
to collect and wrap the gifts; 
others had donated much of the 
food—Merchants whose names 
would never be known; individuals 
who said: “Just say a man left 
it for the poor” or, “never mind, 
jt is Christmas, you know!” 
“Here’s a cheque for the Indian’s 
Children’sParty — please keep it 
uiet!” 

It was the modern “Coming to 
Bethlehem.” It was the giving to 
the Child of all children by giving 
to His little, dark-skinned broth- 
errs. It was gving flesh and blood 
to His words: “In as much as you 
have given to the least of m 
brethren you hav given it to Me!” 

Throughout the holidays the 


bells kept ringing and kind friends 
dropping in with food, clothing, 
a Complete Christmas Dinner for 
Maryhouse ..a complete New 
Year’s Dinner, gifts for the staff 
clothing for the poor . . re- 
quests such as: “Where can I get 
three poor children for Christ- 








mas dinner?”; “Where can I get 
some orphans for New Years?”’ 

While the weather gnashed its 
teeth outside, the warmth of real 
love flowed through the hearts of 
the pople of Whitehorse and ra- 
diated outwards all over the city 

By Sally Murphy 

Marian entre, 10528 98th St. 
Edmonton, Alberta. Here Christ- 
mas is always celebrated by a big 
turkey dinner for all the Brothers 
Christopher; and about the only 
thing that canges is the number 
of men who come to dinner. This 
year there were 513. (But we had 
as many as 688 one day since 
then.) The line was so long be- 
fore the meal began that you 
couldn’t see where it ended. We 
opened at 1. p.m. and by 2.30 the 
last of those in line were just 
reaching our blue door. 

One of our’ volunteers, Mrs. 
Girard, who usually is very gay, 
began to cry when she looked at 
the lineup. It did make you sad 
when you saw how many men had 
no family to go to on Christmas 
day. But the meal was a happy af- 
fair. There were volunteers galore 
to slice turkey, dish out vegetables, 
refill the dishes, scrape and stack 
and wash, slice fruitcake and 
plum pudding, and serve the ice 
cream. One big fellow was sitting 
at a table in the rear of the dining 
room contemplating a drum 
stick. “My Gawd”, he said, ‘“‘what| 
is this, the front quarter of a| 
moose?” Another told me, “Sister, | 





The old procurator’s voice died 
off for a moment, then abruptly 
started again. “I had just sat 
down to my meal one morning 
when they called me out to the 
judgment seat. Too proud to de- 
file themselves in my palace, but 
hypocrite enough to get me to do 
their dirty work. Some male 
factor they wanted me to crucify. 
I had him brought forth. Jesus 
Christ, his name was. From Nazar- 
eth, a little village in Galilee. Cov- 
ject figure, and I was astonished 
ered with spittle, he looked an ab- 
at the accusations they made— 
making himself a king and incit- 
ing the people to sedition. 

“Of course I knew the malice 
of those forces of the Sanhedrin, 
and realized immediately that it 
was a grudge affair. I asked him 
if he was king of the Jews. To my 
astonishment he replied that m 
own lips had said it, but that his 
kingdom was not of this world. He 
added, “whosoever belongs to the 
truth listens to my voice.’ 

Was It Impossible? 

“Can you imagine that, my son? 
There he stood, as wretched a fig- 
ure as ever you saw. Now I may 
have been only a solidier and pub- 
lic official, but I’ve done my share 
of study—though precious little 
help it’s been. So half-jestingly, 
half-scornfully, I asked him ‘what 
is truth?’ 

“It was then it happened. He 
raised those penetrating eyes of 
his and gazed long and, I thought, 


Yiaround to 


this good, no kiddin’.” 


luged with all sorts of good 
were broadcast on radio, and even 
on. television. 

We were all treated to Christ- 
mas dinner by th Sisters of Char- 
ity meaning by “we” the Staff 
Workers of Marian 
table was beautifully decorated, 
the meal scrumptisus. The sisters 
seemed to enjoy it as much as we 
did. Tomorrow night we are din- 
ing with no less a personage than 


By Thurston Smith 

Catholic Information Centre, 
10012 102nd Av., Edmonton, Alta. 
We have, I think, helped people 
grow closer to God by having 
available for them the right 
Christmas cards, the good solid 
St. Joseph missals, and not least, 
the 1959 Christian Art Calendars. 
We have had a lot of people in 
and out, most of them Catholics. 
Non Catholics seems to have a 
reticence about coming in; and 
this is getting on my mind. When 
I find capable volunteers to look 
after the work, I may go out and 
make those personal contacts so 
essential to spreading the word of 


under which|God 


Business, speaking commercial- 
ly, was excellent; and toward 
Christmas people stuffed money 
into my hand for the use of 
Marian Centre. 


Crown of Glory 


By John Carmel 














(The ‘share of Pontius Pilate in 


Christ will always be a matter for 
debate. Early Christians tended 
to exonerate him. Nowadays he 
is condemned. In the Greek and 
Abyssinian churches, I have been 


tradition says he committed suic- 


be well for all of us to remember 
that, like Pilate, we too have some 
share in the responsibility for the 


we know it or not. And we too will 
come to the judgment seat.) 


ing” mused the old procurator, 


the bench that looked out across 


ing through his veins and his eyes 
in any case were very weak these 
days; but still in his mind’s eye 


and the long rows of fruit-laden 
vines stretching to the shore be- 
low, see them for the last time. 


proaching newcomer . whose 


greeting 
pride. His ten years as Procurator 


had so often recently. 
The voice of his companion, 


The Judgment Seat 


there was difficult, you know. 
Too severe, they thought me; and, 
in the end, they persuaded Vitel- 
lius to send me_ back. I wasn’t 
sorry to leave—particularly after 





that case in my seventh year.” 


Archbishop MacDonald himself.” 


the responsibility for the death of 


told, he is listed as a saint. Yet 


ide! This story attempts to recon- 
cile these differences. And it might 


crucifixion of our Lord—whether 


“The sun is warm this even- 
long since retired, as he sat on 


the deep blue bay to the hills be- 
yond. The poison was slowly steal- 


he could see the cypress groves 


It was difficult, too, to recognize 
clearly the features of the ap- 


“Good health to you, 
Governor”. stirred a faint glow of 


in Judea flooded back, as they 
vaguely familiar, broke in upon 


his reverie. “A penny for your 
¥|thoughts, Pontius.” 


“Oh”, replied the old man, “my 
mind was back in Judea. My time 


I paid $1.85 for a meal not half/ lovingly, into my soul. For a split 


isecond his whole appearance 


Our days were filled with phone|seemed to change. Gone was the 
calls and door bells. We were de-| Shabbiness, gone the spittle. I saw 


|}a vision of glory, while a far-away 


things; and some of our doings} voice rang in my ears. ‘I am the 


truth.’ The next moment it had 
| faded, and all was as it had been; 
;} but my mind was now made up. 
| If it was humanly possible I would 
|save him from that mob yelling 


Centre. The! for his blood.” 


Again the Procurator’s voice 
trailed off, and there was a min- 
ute of silence. Then his voice 
came back again. 


Ecce Homo! 

“Well, I played every trick I 
knew, but those jackals out-smart- 
ed me at every turn. Hearing that 
he was from Galilee I had the 
bright idea of sending him to 
Herod. But before the Tetrarch he 
was as dumb as an ox, so back he 
came to me. Once more I went 
out to face the mob, and as it was 
the feast of the Passover, I offered 
to release Jesus, according to the 
custom. But no. Persuaded by 
their priests, they chose Barabbas. 
A bandit. A murderer whom they 
hated. Faced with this deeper 
hatred, I began to sweat; for I 
could not shake off the impression 
the man had made on me. 

“I looked around in desperation 
for a way out. One chance, a cruel, 


to such abjectness that even a 
heart of stone would melt in pity. 
I handed him over to my soldiers 
for scourging. When they had fin- 
ished he was bathed in blood, 
which soaked through the scarlet 
cloak they had put on him, and 
from the crown of thorns on his 
head ran rivulets of blood. 

‘TI hated doing this, and he 
knew it. But I was fighting for his 
life. Bruised and bloody, _ abject 
and pitiful; I pushed him out be- 
fore the crowd. ‘Behold the man’, 
I said. But the swine only yelled 
the louder. ‘Crucify him; crucify 
him!’ 

King of the Jews 

“IT had had enough. I told them 
to do their own crucifying. Giving 
their accusations a new twist they 


cause he had claimed to be the 
Son of God. The Son of God! 
Bluntly I asked him, ‘Where do 
you come from?’ At first he would 
not answer, and I, beside myself 
with strain and despair, almost 
threatened him. But at last he 
spoke, not in fear but in sym- 
pathy, and I felt he was the Son 
of God! —— 

“Then I made my last despair- 
ing effort. I, a Roman anda gov- 
ernor tried to induce them to ac- 
cept him as their.king; but they 
only yelled the more, the hypo- 
crites. ‘We have no king but 
Caesar!’ 

“JT knew I had failed. There was 
no more I could do. Sending for 
water I washed my hands in full 





bloody chance. I would reduce him |: 


said he was worthy of death be-| 


view of them all; for I wanted no 
part in the death of that innocent 
man. Then it happened again. As 
I looked up from drying my hands 
I saw once more the vision of 
glory. Majestic he was, bathed in 
an unearthly light. A true king. 
Again into my ears came his 
voice, kind, understanding; ‘I’ll 
come to fetch you, one day, 
Pontius.’ 

“They led him away and I did 
have the last word after all, for 
on his cross I had my men place 
an inscription which I wrote; 
‘Jesus of Nazareth, King of the 
Jews.’ When I left Judea, I 
brought it back with me. And 
there it is.” 

Never Too Late 

The poison was working fast 
now; and only with an effort 
could the dying procurator turn 
he post behind the 
bench, on which the inscription 
hung. His gaze lingered on it as 
his voice, weak, made itself once 
more audible. 

“I have waited, but in vain. He 
has never come; and now it is too 
late; for I go to my death. The 
poison’s work is nearly done. I am 
feeling numb even now.” 

“It is never too late, Pontius’, 
broke inthe vaguely familiar 
voice. With an effort Pilate turn- 
ed to his companion, now trans- 
formed and glorified, and holding 
out a crown of glory. 

“My king and my lord!”’, mur- 
mured the old governor. 

There on the bench, slumped in 
death, they found him later; and 
over him they saw an inscription, 
“Pontius Pilate, friend of the 
King of Kings.” 


Old Books 
For Sale 


If you are interested in owning 
any of the following rare volumes, 
get in touch with Mrs. Catherine 

Doherty, Madonna House, Com- 

bermere, Ont., Canada—or come 

and look them over. 

CEDAR CREEK: from the Shan- 
ty to the Settlement. A Tale of 
Canadian Life. Several engray- 
ings. Frontispiece: “Angus Mac- 
Gregor’s Backwoods _ Store.” 
Published by Religious Tract 
Society. London. W. Clowes & 
Sons, printers. No date. In fair 
condition. Front cover and spine 
detached from book, but not 
from back cover which is at- 
tached to book. Front cover 
water-stained. 

CHRISTIANITY IN CHINA, TAR- 

TARY AND THIBET: in two vol- 
umes. Vol. II from the Discovery 
of the Cape of Good Hope to 
the Establishment of the 
Matchoo-Tartar Dynasty in 
China, by M. L’Abbe Huc, form- 
erly missionary apostolic in 
China. P. J. Sadlier & Co., Mont- 
real; 1887. Good condition. Title 
Page loose however. 

CHRISTIAN’S GUIDE TO HEAV- 

EN, THE: Manual of Spiritual Ex- 
ercises For Catholics. Frontis- 
piece of The Blessed Virgin; 
Published Henry McGrath 
Publs. Philadelphia, approx. 
1840. Good condition. Pocket 
Size manual of prayers and de- 
votions. Signed “John Graces 
book 1850. “Miniature engrav- 
ing of Last Supper. 

CHRONICLES OF ENGLAND, 

FRANCE, SPAIN: And The Ad- 

joining Countries, from Ed- 

ward II (1326) To Coronation 
of Henry IV (1399). Numerous 
engravings, Sir John Froissart. 

Trans. from French by Thomas 

Johnes to which are prefixed a 

life of the author, an essay on 

his works and a criticism on his 
history etc.; Leavitt, Trow & 

Co. N.Y. 1849. Good condition. 

Has been repaired. Front cover 
detached from end page how- 
ever. New spine has been added 

CHRONOLOGICAL VIEW OF 

THE WORLD: Exhibiting the 
leading events of Universal 
history, the origin and progress 
of the arts ‘and sciences, obit- 
uary of distinguished men etc. 
etc., with an enlarged view of 
important events, particularly 
in regard to American. History, 
by Daniel Haskel, Published by 
J. H. Colton N.Y., 1846. Good 
condition. Lower half of spine 
torn. Collected chiefly from the 
article “Chronology” in . The 
New Edinburgh Encyclical, ed- 
ited by Sr. David Brewster. 

















COMPLETE WORKS OF WILLI- 

AM SHAKESPEARE: arranged in 
their chronological order. Illus- 
trated by John Gilbert; Frontis- 
piece: Phantasy from “A Mid- 
summer Night’s Dream”, ed. by 
W. G. Clark and W. A. Wright. 
Introduction to each play ad- 
apted from Shakespearan Prim- 
er of Prof. Dowden. Published 
by Belfrod, Clarke & Co., Chi- 
cago 1887. Fair condition. Has 
been repaired. Outside cover 
frayed: End papers in front and 
back repaired and bound to 
cover. 


NEW BOOK FOR SALE 
BUY 


AT YOUR BOOK STORE 
THOMAS MERTON’S 


“SECULAR JOURNAL” 


$3.75 
REVIEW NEXT MONTH 





God Is Love 


By Catherine de Vinck 











Despite the longing, I did not 
release th song 

That lay within the flute; 

I did not resurrect the thunder, 

Nor did I touch the drum, 

While I went along my way: a 
way, for me, 

Unchartered as a virgin sea. 


Lightly did I go along my way: 

With light steps as a dancer 

For I could net be spent in heavy 
treading 

Nor could I be attracted to the 
shore 

Where lanterns were upheld: 

A call to those who lose their hope 

upon the waters. 


I followed the way of that which 
is not; 

And neither was the rose a sign 
nor an appeal: 

Loving her, I soon received the 
revelation 

Of her exact extension in the uni- 
verse. 


The giant sun could flash end- 
lessly 

The message of its vast limitat- 
ions: 

I could not wait to understand, 

I could not ponder or digress 

About the probability of the rainy 
season. 


I went my way, while letting roll 
into oblivion 

The jungle of tightly woven 
palms, 

The tender leaping of the flowers 

Along the vines of summer days; 

Beyond the safe, familiar bound- 
aries, I passed, . 

Dismissing the proportions built 
to fetter 

The accountants of prudence. 


Darkness and silence, darkness 
and silence, 

Planets immense and. desolate, 

Wheeled around me, 

Flaming not and yet afire, 

Burning all but my bones, 

Burning all but my heart. 


I went my way immersed in this 
depth, 

Beyond deceit, 

Beyond the pale allegory. of 
matter, 

Dying and _ yet 
gestures of life, 

Retaining strength enough 

Lightly to step with steps of 
light 

As those of a dancer. 


retaining the 


A single day was an infinite 
stretch of pain 
Which sunset did not close. 


After time had been all sifted out, 


And years by thousands, counted 
and set aside, 

The sphere of total silence was 
suddenly split open, 

The darkness was divided as with 
a sword of light 

And a golden annunciation sang 
to me 

That God is Love, that GOD IS 
LOVE. 
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